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Gemendo 


Author's Notes: 
Written for Lia via a prompt of \"Tony € Henkka playing piano\". Thanks to her for the look over :) 


Tony stood by the piano, eyes trained on the small chubby hands playing out the notes along to the music. A 


frown would crop up every so often, smoothing out once his brain caught up to what the hands were doing. 


Fingers brushed against the plastic piano keys one by one, dashing across at times and feather light the next 


moment. 


Tony licked his lips, and tried to think of anything that didn't involve those hands playing him like a piano, one 


note at a time. 
Henkka looked up at Tony and cocked his head to the side. "You ok?" 


The singer nodded. "Yeah...yeah, l'm fine." 


"Ok. How did you like that take? Better than the last?" 
Tony didn't answer him, eyes still staring at Henkka's hands resting against his groin. 


Henkka looked down at where Tony's eyes were fixed on him. He glanced back up with an arched eyebrow. "Um. 


Tony, why are you looking at my crotch?" 


Tony pulled his gaze away and blushed slightly. "l.l wasn't looking at your crotch. | was..never mind. Yeah, it 
sounded better. But how about this?" 


The singer slid next to Henkka, their bodies lightly pressed against each other in the cramped rehearsal space. 
Skinny fingers reached out to play the keys, picking out the notes one at a time with a delicate touch. 


Henkka grinned when Tony started mouthing the sounds the keyboard was about to make, like the melody was 
playing in his head and translating out on the piano. 


Tony's eyes slipped shut, the passage forcing them closed in concentration The music hastened, fingers 
pressed down harder to inflict more emotion into the passage. His head bobbed to and fro, mimicking what his 


hands did on the keyboard. 
"Um, Tony? You don't have to play the whole piece, | got that part.” 


The singer wasn't listening, too into the music coming out of his fingertips and pounding away on the keyboard. 
He gasped for a breath and arched as the music reached its peak, hips rocking forward to brush against the 
table that held the keyboard and rub the side of Henkka's thigh. A shaky moan escaped his lips with each push, 


the music overtaking his body and making him its slave. 


Henkka's eyes bugged out of his head, shocked at the spectacle playing out before him. His hand reached over 
to shake Tony out of the apparent trance that had befallen him, but stopped midway. He swore at the 
tightness in his pants and roughly tried to cover over his crotch so Tony couldn't see what it was doing to 


him. 


Tony was too enthralled by the music to notice, notes ringing out in rapid fire and his body controlled by the 
music. He arched up to his tiptoes and back down with a thud, tiny tremors rocking his small form as he 


played the last chords of the song. 

His eyes flew open, finally realizing that he was gasping for breath. He gripped the sides of the table to steady 
himself, bumping into Henkka as he did so. His head turned toward the keyboardist, eyes going wide at the 
image of Henkka roughly handling his crotch. 


"Henkka? What are you doing?" 


Henkka moaned and arched into the air, shaking Tony's body as he did so. Air wheezed out of his small chest, 
arms spasmed at his sides. He took a deep breath and looked down at the keyboard, a deep blush covering his 
face and neck. 

Tony touched his shoulder. "You ok?" 

The keyboadist nodded and continued to stare down at the piano. "Yeah...'m fine. | think I've got it now." 

"You sure?" 

Henkka looked up to meet Tony's eyes. "lim good. I..um, | like that one." 

Tony chuckled. "I think we both did, judging by how out of breath we are." 

Henkka barked a laugh and turned back to the keyboard. Fingers posed to start again, waiting for Tony's cue. 
The singer leaned close to Henkka's body again and whispered into his ear. "Thanks for sharing it with me." 

A blush again crept across Henkka's face. "Um, yeah, no problem. Happy to help." 

Tony readied the demo tape in the machine and was about to start it when Henkka stilled his hand. 

"What? Not ready yet?" 

Henkka shook his head. "No, it's not that. Um, | was just wondering what this song was going to be called." 

"I think the title at the moment is ‘Witch Hunt. Why?" 


Henkka's fingers fell on the keys once again. "No reason, | was just curious." 


Tony shrugged and started the tape once more, eyes watching Henkka ready himself. He nodded over at Henkka 


and music filled the air once more. 


